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TINY TOT'S SPEAKER. 



WELCOME. 
(A concert piece.) 

"T)ARENTS, friends, we bid you welcomt 
JL To our school-room dear ; 
And we join our loving" voices 
Now to greet you here. 

If to-day mistakes we're making-, 

Many failures too, 
Oh! believe us, we have tried 

Our very best to do. 



WE LITTLE BOYS. 



IF older boys can make a speech, 
We little boys can, too ; 
And though we do not say so much, 
Yet we've a word for you. 

This world is large and full of room, 

There is a place for all ; 
The rich, the poor, the wise, the good, 

The large as well as small. 

So, give the little ones a chance, 
To show off what they know, 

And shun us not because we're small, 
For little boys will grow. 



8 THE FTKST PUSSY WILLOWS. 

A LITTLE BOY'S LECTURE. 

LADIES and Gentlemen : Nearly four hundred 
3 T ears ago the mighty mind of Columbus, tra 
versing unknown seas, clasped this new continent in 
its embrace. 

A few centuries later arose one here who now 
lives in all our hearts as the Father of his Country. 
An able warrior, a sagacious statesman, a noble gen 
tleman. Yes, Christopher Columbus was great. 
George Washington was great. But here, my 
friends, in this glorious nineteenth century, is a 
grater! [Exhibiting a bright, tin grater. The large 
kind used for horseradish can be most easily distin 
guished by the audience.] 

JULIA M. 



THE FIRST PUSSY WILLOWS. 



OH, dainty little pussies, 
With your soft velvet skins, 
How is it that yon come so soon, 

Before the spring begins ? 
How could your mother let you out, 
When snow and ice were all about ? 

The cold north wind is blowing, 

The ah* with snow is filled ; 
Oh, silky little pussies, you'll 

Most certainly get chilled : 
Go back and wait until you hear 
The bluebirds calling ' ' Spring is here ! * 

L* F. ARMITA&E;. 



MAMMA'S LITTLE MARKET-WOMAN. 



TIME FLIES. 



THERE are so many birds and bugs 
That fly through summer's day, 
But I can tell of something 

That flies more swift than they. 

You all could guess, but, seems to me, 

That no one even tries ; 
So I will tell you, listen now, 

Of course it's Time that flies. 
MRS. E. J. H. 



MAMMA'S LITTLE MARKET-WOMAN. 

(Little giri in hat and coat, carrying market-basket and 
pocket-book.) 

A POUND of butter, a dozen of eggs, a quart of 
molasses yes, that's it; I mustn't forget. A 
quart of butter, a dozen of molasses and a pound of 
eggs no, a quart of eggs, a pound of molasses and 
a dozen of butter. Yes, I "fink" that's all. I 
mustn't make any 'stakes, 'cause mamma wants them 
all for supper. [Goes off saying, "A quart of but 
ter, a pound of eggs,' etc.] 

. ROOK. 



10 HER SOLILOQUY* 



(A little girl with infant doll in her lap, one in a toy b 
cradle and others seated on chairs or placed in some COE 
uous position.) 



OH, dear ! I'm in such, trouble 
Sophia's sick abed, 
And Rosalind is dreadful cross 

Because she bumped her head ; 
Belle's torn her nice new apron, 
The naughty, careless child 1 
And Rob is so mischievous 
He nearly sets me wild; 
The baby, too, is teething, 

And so, of course, he cries ; 
Dear me ! It's hard to manage 
A family of this size. 

B. 



HER SOLILOQUY. 



T LOVE my little brother : 
M. He's a cunning, rosy elf ; 
But I wish somehow or other > 
That he could rock himself ! 

B. 



SEVEN DAYS IN A WEEK. li 

SEVEN DAYS IN A WEEK. 

(A concert piece.) 



AIL OEVEN little girls are we, 
O Each one goes to school ; 
There we try to do our work, 
And mind our teacher's rule. 



We are learning very fast, 
How to read and spell, 

Many stories do we know, 
One of which we'll tell. 

This is one about the week, 
We are each a day ; 

Truly ones of course we're not, 
But just so in play. 

Bessie. I am Monday, and you see 

I can wash quite fine, 
First the clothes I rub and boil, 
Then hang them on the line. 

Alice. I am Tuesday, the next day, 

Full of work am I, 
All the clothes I have to press, 
But I will not cry. 



12 SEVEN" BAYS IN A WEEK. 

Eva. I am Wednesday, and must cook 

Puddings, pies and cake, 
For my hungry little flock 
Eat everything- 1 make. 

Annie. I am Thursday and I guess 

I must take a walk, 
Many calls I have to make 
And much I'll have to talk. 

Clara* Friday comes and I must try 

All the rooms to clean ; 
For we dislike to see dust 
Anywhere, I mean. 

Jennie. Saturday is here at last, 

And I'm quite perplexed ; 
With so miny things to do, 
What shall I do next ? 

Ada. Sunday is the day of rest, 

And we'll try to do 
Just what God would want of us, 
All the whole day through. 



All. Now we've said our piece to you 

An<T we'll take our seat, 
Hoping at some future time, 
You again we'll meet. 

CORA WOODWARD 



BOLLY'S TOILET. 15 



BUT LITTLE FOLKS. 

I'M but a little girl, you see, 
Not quite turned six years old, 
Yet many things I've learned to do, 
Pray, do not tkink me bold. 

When dear mamma is very tired, 

I wipe the dishes dry, 
Then sweep the floor and dust the chairs 

And rock the baby ' ' bye. ' ' 

Each day at nine to school I go, 

I read and write and spell 
And sing sweet songs and learn new gems, 

And try to do all well. 

MARIE E. 



DOLLY'S TOILET. 

(A little girl in the act of cutting her doll's hair 
acissors.) 



H, dolly dear, your hair's too long, 

To wear it so is very wrong ; 
You'll see in every fashion-plate 
It's worn quite short, not long and straight. 

So please sit still on my knee there, 

And I will try to cut your hair ; 

Then when you've on your new, blue gown, 

You'll be the finest doll in town. 



14 DR. .BROWN. 



THE XOST OPPORTUNITY, 

T TNCI^B JACK came to our house the other day 
LJ to take me to ride, but O dear ! I couldn't 
find my hat for so long that Uncle Jack wouldn't 
wait, and Mamma said I had lost what was it ? 
Something .beside my hat. It was something pretty 
big. And then just afterward Aunt Nellie came, 
and I didn't go to see her as soon as I was called, 
and she went away and did not leave me the lovely 
box of candy she had brought. Then Mamma said 
I had lost another O, what was it ? Then to 
night when I was coming here, she said, ' ' Now you 
must be in time, or you will lose your" O, I know 
<f Op-por-tu-ni-ty." Did you ever lose an op-por- 
tu-ni-ty ? 

MRS. E. J. H. GOODF:EXI,OW. 



DR. BROWN. 

(A dialogue for a small girl and boy. Room arranged as 
doctor's office bottles, rags and scissors on table, at whicb 
doctor sits reading newspaper.) 



(Bell rings. ) 

Doctor. A NOTHKR patient, I suppose, 
\. This is my office hour, 
And by the score I count them off 
Who claim my healing power. > 



DR. BROWN.- 1 

{Enter small girl as mother, with dilapidated doll. } 
Mother \ I've called to see you, Dr. Brown, 

I've heard of your great skill, 
And so I've brought my darling here, . 
Who is so very ill. - 

Doctor. ( Takes baby. ) 

Ah me ! just so, ahem ! ahem ! 

She's very ill indeed ; 
For fractured is her skull, 

Her arm, how it does bleed. 

Her face, I see, is covered o'er 
With braises, black and blue ; 

Now madam, I'll proceed at once 
To see what I can do. 

Mother. Oh, doctor, do you, do you think 

My little dear will die ? 
I feel as if, oh dear, as if 
I shall begin to cry. 

Doctor. Now madam, calm yourself at once, 

You know I'm Doctor Brown ; 
And if I cannot cure your child 
There's no one can in town. 

Wither. Oh, doctor, try at once, please try 

To cure my little Nell ; 
I feel as if my heart will break 
Unless she gets quite well. 



If DE. BROWN. 

Doctor. ( WJw has been working with doll.} 
Upon her head you see I've placed 

A plaster rag-a-rum ; 
Her arm I've sewed as neat as wax 
From elbow unto thumb. 

The bruises from her face are gone, 
I've used some butterine : 

And now your baby is as well 
As any ever seen. 
{Hands babe to mother.} 

Mother. Oh, doctor, she's as sweet, as sweet 

As anything can be ! 
Now, if you* II tell me, I will pay 
Your customary fee. 

D&d&r. Ten dollars, madam, is my price 
For curing such a case. 



* Ten dollars ! that is awful dear, 
How can you have the face ? 
Well, there it is ; pray have no doubt 
I'll tell it over town* 

. Well, speed my fame, if so you will 
The fame of Doctor Brown. 
E. J. H. 



SPOTTY, IT 

MY TIME TABLE. 



SIXTY seconds make a minute, 
How much good can I do in it ? 
Sixty minutes make an hour, 
All the good that's in my power ; 
Twenty hours and four, a day, 
Time for sleep and work and play ; 
Days, three hundred sixty-five, 
Make a year for me to strive 
Right good things each day to do, 
That I wise may grow and true. 



SPOTTY. 



A LITTLE dog I used to know, 
When I was little, long ago. 
He came if I was bad 
And sat upon my back, folks said, 
But vanished when I laughed, instead : 
It was a way he had. 

If I looked cross, began to pout, 
Or threw my toys or books about, 

If I looked sour and black, 
Aunt Jane would say, although she smiled^ 
** Why, I can see what ails the child, 

There's Spotty GO her back." 



18 GRANDMA'S STOEY AND MINE. 



SLEEPING MAY. 

OVER the hill where March winds sweep, 
L,ies a wee baby, fast asleep ; 
In her hand is the tender green grass blade, 
And her eyes have the violet's bluest shade ; 
Her lips are red as the columbine 
That 'round the gray old rocks doth twine ; 
Her cheeks are pink as the crane's-bill sweet ; 
And anemone- white are her little feet ; 
April breezes will kiss her awake, some day, 
Then well call that baby the month of May. 

REBEKIAH Wuuuis 



TOO MUCH OF A GOOD THING. 



THE elephant said, *' If my trunk I could check 
I would make an excursion to upper Quebec ; 
But truly, I cannot get state-room or bunk, 
So long as I'm hampered with such a big trunk.'* 



GRANDMA'S STORY AND MINE. 



MY Grandma tells lovely stories 'bout " Once 
upon a time/* and she said she wanted me to 
tell Iter a story sometime. So when I go to see lier 
I'll tafce my little chair close up to her and I'll say, 
GimndiBa, TU teH you a stoiy." Ttat 



ARITHMETIC. 19 

Grandma will stop knitting and look over her spec 
tacles so. Then, of course, 1*11 stop to kiss her, 
because she looks so sweet. Then Grandma will 
say, "Well, go on with your story, 1'ttle May." 
Then I'll commence again "Well, once upon a 
time " Why, seems to me I see Grandma laugh 
ing now. I'll have to kiss her again if she does. 
Then we'll both laugh and if she says, " Well, fin 
ish your story/* 1*11 just say, " Once upon a time 
there was a little girl, and she had a dear, sweet, 
lovely grandma. Grandma, you* re ray story. >J 
MRS. E. J. H. 



ARITHMETIC. 

(A boy situ in a chair on platform, holding a large slate and 
pencil, and looking at it occasionally, as if talking to him 



self.) 



I' M glad I have a good-sized slate, 
With lots of room to calculate. 
Bring on your sums 1 I'm ready now ; 
My slate is clean and I know how. 
But don't >*ou ask me to subtract; 
I like to have my slate well packed; 
And only two long rows, you know, 
Make such a miserable show ; 
And, please, don't bring me sums to add,; 
Well, Bitiltiplying's just as bad; 
And, say * I'd rather not divide 
Bring me something I &*rrai*t tried! 



20 MARY ANB DINAH. 



NEVER PIvAY TRUANT. 



T ISTEN to me, now, 
-I -* My dear little lad : 
Never play truant ; 

*Tis naughty arid bad. 

Others will scorn you, 
And point as you pass : 

"lyook at the lx>y 

At the foot of his class ! 



MARY AND BINAM. 



THIS is my dolly Mary, 
She's only two years old; 
Etear Santa brought her to me 
At least that's what I'm told, 

( I tli ink she's very pretty, 
She has such big blue eyes, 

But -when *tis time to go to t>ed, 
Oh my I bow dolly cries ! 



ASH! tli is is dolly 

Sbe's p M>st as black as 
I love feer ^ery dearly, 

Btit Didk says Ae*s a frig&t. 



GRANDMA^S MISTAKE. 21 

I play she's Mary's nursy, 

Who takes her out to walk 
And keeps her clothes in order 

And teaches her to talk. 

I think they both are darlings, 

And I hope they'll never die ; 
For I'm sure if I should lose them, 

I would cry, and cry, and cry. 

J. ROOK. 



GRANDMA'S MISTAKE. 



T)OOR Grandma, I do hate to tell her, 
JL And yet it does seem queer, 
She's lived so much longer than I have, 
And l t why, I've known it a year. 

Even Alice begins to look doubtful, 

And she is so babyish, too ; 
And Mamma just laughs at the nonsense, 

But Grandma believes it is true. 

I did it all up in brown paper, 

And laid it just there by her plate, 

And she put on her glasses so slowly, 
I thought that I never could wait. 

And when she had opened the bundle, 

** My gracious! ** sfaesaid, **berw complete! 

A dear little bo3t for my knitting ; 
Ifew isn't old Santa Omit i#eset?** 



32 OLD FOLKS. 

ETHEL'S BIRTHDAY PARTY. 



THIS is my birthday and I am going to have a 
party. I have invited four little girls to play 
with me. Mamma wrote dear little notes and sent 
them to Bessie, Ida, Nellie and Daisy. I've hunted 
up all my dulls and dressed them in their best clothes. 
Don't they look sweet? \Ve are going to have our 
tea all by ourselves, and I am to sit at the head of 
the table. Mamma says she will peep at us while 
we are eating, to see how we look. Would you like 
to peep at us, too ? There goes the door-bell ! Do 
you hear it? I think my party has come. Now, 
dollies, !>e very good and don't give me any trou 
ble. [Curtain falls, and rises as quickly as possible, 
disclosing tableau the five little girls, each with 
dolls, seated at a small table nicely laid.] 

LIZZIE J. ROOK. 



OLD FOLKS. 
(For a little girl dressed as Grandma, and a little boy 



GM. "X TOW, Grandpa, as I sit and knit, 
i N Please read to me the news ; 
You may read about the 'lection things, 
Or anything* you choose. 

B&p . Whmt I read to you of politics ! 
How wliat do women know ? 
1*11 read you of ttie fashions, 
Or *bot3t the candy show. 

E. J. H. GOOI>FBU<OW. 



BIBD TALK* 23 



APPLE BLOSSOMS. 



WHY do they come ? I know, I know, 
I guessed their secret long ago. 
They put on their dresses of pink and white 
And come when the days are long and light, 

And smile, and smile 

For a little while, 

To tell the children that, some fine day, 
When summer is hurrying fast away, 
Rosy apples will hang up there 
Just where the bonny blossoms were. 



BIRD TALK. 



ARE the noises in the woods the voices of the 
birds talking about school ? Does one call Bob 
White, Bob White, you're late, you're late, Bob 
White, you're late ? And does another chirp Whip- 
poor- Will, Whip-poor- Will ? Did they "Whip- 
poor- Will* 1 because he didn't want to go? Does 
Katy promise to fly home with the swallow ? Katy 
did, Katy-didn't. If they don't talk about school, 
what do they talk about, I wonder ? 
MRS. E. J. H. 



llIS SPEECH. 

MY AGE. 
(For a little girl five years old.) 

I'M one and one, and one and two, 
That is my age all told ; 
And if I live as long again, 
I shall be twice as old. 



CATCHING A WHALE. 
(A little girl, with shovel aad pail, in bathing costume.] 

I'M going to the shore to dig, 
With my shovel and my pail, 
Now, wouldn't it be very grand 
If I should catch a whale ? 

MJRS. E. J. H. GOODFEU,OW 



HIS SPEECH. 

YOU* VE called on me to make a speech ; 
I'm sure I don't know how ; 
Bertimp 'twill answer just as well 
If I only make a bow, 



MT SPEECH. 



25 



THE BIRD'S SONG. 



LISTEN, my boy ; I've a word for you ; 
And this is the word : Be true ! be true I 
At work or at play, in darkness or light, 
Be true, be true, and stand for the right. 

List, little girl ; I've a word for you ; 

'Tis the very same : Be true ! be true ! 

For the truth is the sun and falsehood, the night ; 

Be true, little maid, and stand for the right. 



MY SPEECH. 



FOI/KS think I'm such a tiny tot 
That I can't make a speech, 
For some one said to Mamma 
I am too young to teach. 

But I can tell a story 

I'm sure you never heard ; 

And if you'll only listen, 
I'll tell you every word. 

** One morning very early 
I heard a whisper low, 
It came from near my bedside, 
Tliis little voke, you know. 



MY SPEECH. 

'* Oh dear, I'm very wretched, 

Is any one more tried ? 

For just behold iny trouble, 

I'm broken in my side. 

* 4 I'm torn and bruised and scratched 

And grown so very thin, 
It is indeed a really sad 
Condition I am in.** 

And then another voice replied 
" I'm sorry you are sad, 
But misery loves company 
And I am just as ted. 

** I've worked all day from morn till eve, 

Right side by side with you ; 
I've suffered woes, until, until 

My sole's worn through and through." 

" Then let us creep together, close, 

Our waning- life to spend ; 
For this is just a solemn fact, 
We are too ted to mend/' 

Just then I opened wide my eyes 

To hear such awful news, 
ABC! by my bed I only saw 

Hy lifrtte worn out shoes. 
s, E. J. H 



DON'T SAY IT. 2t 



GOLDEN KEYS. 

A BUNCH of golden keys Is mine, 
To make each day with gladness shine, 
*' Good Morning," that's the golden key 
That unlocks every day for me. 
When evening comes, '* Good Night, " I say, 
And close the door of each glad day. 
When at the table, " If you please," 
I take from off rny bunch of keys. 
When friends give anything to me, 
1*11 use the little " Thank You " key. 
Excuse Me," " Beg Your Pardon," too, 
When by mistake some harm I do ; 
Or, if unkindly harm I've given, 
With 4 * Forgive Me ' * I shall be forgiven. 
On a golden ring these keys I'll bind ; 
This is its motto, " Be Ye Kind." 
I'll often use each golden key, 
And then a child polite I'll be. 



DON'T SAY IT. 



IS there a cross word that tries to be said ? 
Don't let it, my dear, don't let it ! 
Just speak two pleasant ones, quick, instead, 
And that will make you focget it. 



SPRING. 

I'VE a friend whom I visit 
Who's rich as a Jew ; 
She has green velvet carpets, 

I can play on them, too ; 
Rich pieces of music of every kind ; 
And pictures ! the prettiest ones you can find ; 
Then her gold ! I know if it were spread out' 
'Twould cover all Boston around and about. 
You say you can hardly believe such a thing: 
And ask me her name ? \Vhy, her name's Gentle 
Spring. 

CHASK. 



BUTTERFLIES. 

MY teacher told me, yesterday, 
And she is very wise, 
That horrid little squirming worms 
Made lovely butterflies. 



But I heard Bridget tell Mamma, 

8tns said it with a sigh, 
*' Sttttre, marni, it is the backwhettt 
makes tlie twitter fly. ' > 
Mm. S, J. 



OUE VEST BEST. 29 



PACKING THE KNOWLEDGE BOX. 



I'VE begun to pack a box. Every day I put in 
a great many things ; sometimes I put in things 
that I wish I hadn't, but I cannot get them out 
again, no matter how hard I try. And then the 
queerest thing about this box is, that the more I put 
in t the more room there seems to be. But no ; that 
is not the queerest ; I think this is, that no matter 
how hard I work, or how long I work, I never 
finish. Of course, it's my Knowledge Box I'm 
packing. MRS. E. J. H. GQOI>FELIX>W. 



ROB'S MITTENS. 



OUR Rob has mittens new and red, 
To keep his hands so warm and nice 
When making snowballs, building forts, 
And sliding on the ice. 

One morning, coming in from play, 

His dear face pinker than a rose, 
* Please, Mamma/' cried he, ** can't you knit 

A mitten for my nose?" 

YOUTH'S COMPANION. 



OUR VERY BEST. 



T 



be as great as Washington, 
I ootdd not if I would, 
've made up my mind 
and be as good. 



30 A GOOD NAM1L 



GRANDMA'S TEA. 

(A little girl standing by a table upon which is a tea-pot 
cup and saucer, spoons, sugar and milk and a tray.) 

MY peor, dear Grandma is so sick, 
I'll Like her up some tea. 
(Puttitiff sugar in a cup) I guess she likes it very 

sweet, 
If she's at all like me. 

Now what comes next ? The cream, of course ; 

And now the tea I'll pour {spilling the tea) ; 
Oh t dear ! *TLs running 1 down the skies 

'Twill soon be on the floor. 

What shall I do? I'll take it up 

Before I lose it all ; 
*Tis very heavy ! I'm afraid 

That I shall let it fall. 

1*11 walk quite slowly then I'll say 
< Now, Grandma dear, drink this.*' 
Then she will say, " O thank you, pet, 
give me one sweet kiss,'* 

LIZZIE J. ROOK. 



A GOOD NAME. 



"TCAITHFUI, boys make faithful men, 

1 la all things do your best, and then 
You'll have a name when you are old, 
Woctti more to you than sMniBg gold." 



CAT AND CANARY. SI 

NORTH AND SOUTH. 



THE little boys in I^abrador 
Would stare if they should see 
A crop of yellow oranges 
Growing on a tree* 

The little boys n Florida 
Declare they* 1 like to know 
Hov/ ha'ls are made 
And \valls are made 
Cf watery stuff like snow, 

YCHJTH'S COMPANION. 



CAT AND CANARY. 



T N a golden cage 
-*- Hung- a gold canary ; 
And gray pussy-cat, 
Discovering- that, 

Delighted was very. 

She said to herself, 

* * I am tired of mice ; 

And some little thing-, 

With a tender wing, 
Would taste so nice * ** 

So, ready to leap, 

She crouched on the floor, 
With green eyes, when 
little Jane just then 

Came in at the door. 



3$ MY 1X>LLY, 

And she saw gray puss, 
So wicked and wary, 

With long 1 tail swinging", 

And ready for springing 
On the gold canary. 

Now, what did puss get ? 
* Would you like to hear? 

The bird perhaps ! 

No ! good sound raps 
Upon each ear. 

And away she fled 

With a loud me-ew, 
And Jane grew merry, 
And the gold canary 
Grew merry too. 

MHS. CI*AKA DOTY 



MY DOLLY. 



w 



HO is it that I've christened May, 
"With whom I dearly love to play, 
dress and undress every day ? 
My Dolly. 

Who is it loves me well, although, 
Poor dear, she cannot tell me so, 
Because stie cannot talk, you know ? 
My Dolly. 

Wtio Is It, tho* she's %-ery old, 
I love still in my arms to hold, 
And wouldn't part with not for gold? 
My Dolly. 



LITTUB STAE. 33 



GRANDMA'S SPECTACLES. 

* RAND MA offered a prize the other day to us 
children. She called us to her, Fred, Will 
and me and said, " Children, I have lost my spec 
tacles ; 1 have hunted everywhere, high and low, 
far and near, and cannot find them. Now, to the 
one who finds them, I will give a prize. ' ' We all 
started off together. Fred said he would look under 
all the sofas and chairs, while Will chose the man 
tels and closets. I thought maybe I would find 
them by asking questions. So I began with the 
cook and asked everybody in the house ; but no one 
had seen Grandma's glasses. We all went back to 
Grandma with the sad news that we could not find 
them. Little Bessie, who was sitting on Grandma's 
lap, exclaimed, " I see, I see dear Grandma's specs 
on top of Grandma's head, * * So, of course, Grandma 
gave Bessie the prize. 

MRS. K. J. H. GOODFKUUOW. 



LITTLE STAR. 



GOOD-NIGHT, little star I 
I will go to my bed, 
And leave you to burn 

While I lay down my head. 
On my pillow I'll sleep 

Till the morning light ; 
Then you will be fading 
And I shall be bright. 



$4 A LECTURE TO THE CROW. 



A LECTURE TO THE CROW, 



CROW, 3*011 're very wicked ! 
You'll surely come to grief ; 
The naughtiest thing- in all the world 

It is, to l>e a thief ? 
You needn't turn 3'our head one side, 

As if you didn't care ; 
You know you stole poor Carlo's lx>ne; 
And, Crow, it wasn't fair I 

He buried it so cunning 

This morning, in the ground ; 
He never even dreamed, I'm sure, 

Tliat robbers were around. 
And just as soon as he was gone 

You tMik it, I declare, 
I saw you flying <fF with it 

And, Crow, it wasn't fair, 

I think you'd letter drop it, 

And some other breakfast find, 
Else, when good birdies go to heawti, 

You'll ure be left behind ! 
You won't ? Then sad will be yoz;. fate, 

As sure as you sit there i 
To steal a doggie's only bone, 

Oil, Crow, it wasn't fair ! 



ONE TO SIX. 



OUR FI.AG. 

* *nr*O the red, white, and blue 

A I will ever be true." 
There is no flag, however grand, 
L,ike our own red, white, and blue. 

Hurrah for the flag ! Our country's flag f 
Its stripes and white stars, too 1 

There is no flag in any land 

Like our own red, white, and blue I 



FROM ONE TO SIX. 



WHEN I was one 
I wore long dresses just for fun \ 
I couldn't walk or creep or run. 

When I was two 

I learned a language all brand new, 

I only knew at first " Boo-hoo/" 

When I was three 

I had a lovely Christmas tree, 

And a little sister sent to ine. 

When I was four 

I had some books and wanted more* 

Btit couldn't think to shut the door. 



Mrss LIMBEBKIN'P 



When I was five 

I went to the brook ard * r: ed to dtv* 

And papa took me out alive. 

When I was six 

I often got into a fix, 

And did not like the crooks of slick*. 

What comes next ? I do not know, 

But it's letter and better the older I grow, 

Because my Mamma told me so. 

K&THER FLEMING. 



MISS LIMBERKIN'S MOUSE. 



T 1TTLE Miss Limberkin, 

JL-* Dreadful to say, 

Found a mouse in the cupboard 

A-sleeping away. 
Little Miss Limberkin 

Gave such a scream, 
She frightened the little mouse 

Out of its dream. 



WHO IS BHftf 



WHAT TO DRINK. 



I THINK that every mother's son 
And every father's daughter, 
Should drink at least till twenty-one, 

Just nothing but cold water. 
And after that, they might drink tea. 

But nothing any stronger ; 
If all folks would agree with me, 
They'd live a great deal longer. 



WHO IS SHE? 



WHEN she's young she's tall and slender, 
Any faint young breeze could bend her. 
She giows stout as she grows old, 
And her hair is sunny gold. 
As the days pass out of sight, 
Lo ! her hair turns snowy white. 
Then the children in their play 
Wish and blow her quite away. 
Guess her name? You're ** tired try in' ?" 
Why, her name is ** Dandelion.** 

M. I^IPPMANN; 



THB IX>HT KITTEN. 



THE LOST KITTEN. 



MY little kitty's gone astray, 
She would no longer with us stay. 
This is, indeed, a sorry day, 
For kitty's lost 

Perhaps some cat ttpon the fence 
Did drive our little kitty hence, 
Who went l>eeause she'd no more sense, 
Oh ! Kitty's lost. 

No more she'll lie upon our laps, 
And sweetly take her short cat-naps, 
Or slyly blink at our love* taps, 
My kitty '-> lost. 

No more we'll softly stroke her fur, 
Or listen to her gentle purr ; 
Oh ! It is hard, not to murmur, 
For kitty's lost. 

And, now, just tell me, please, will you? 
I really don't know what to do ; 
S&all I begin and boo-hoo-hoo ? 
For kitty's lost. 

Mas. E. J. H. 



THAT'S BABY. 39 

THAT'S BABY. 



ONE littl^ row of ten little toes 
To go along with a brand new no5e 
Eight little fingers and two new thumbs 
That are just as good as sugar plums 
That's baby. 

One little pair of round, new eyes, 
Like a little owl's, s big and wise, 
One little place they call a mouth, 
Without one tooth from north to south 
That's baby 



Two little cheeks to kiss all day, 
Two little hands so In his way, 
A brand new head, not very big, 
That seems to need a brand new 
That's baby. 



Dear little row of ten little toes ! 
How much we love them nobody ttiows 
Ten little kisses on mouth and chin ; 
What a shame he wasn't born a twin 
That's baby. 



4 UKB WASHINGTON. 



THE DANDEUON. 

THERE was a pretty dandelion, 
With lovely, fluffy hair, 
Tliat glistened in the sunshine 

And in the summer air. 
But, oh r this pretty dandelion 

Soon grew quite old and gray ; 
And, sad to tell, her charming" hair 
Blew many miles away. 



LIKE WASHINGTON". 



HE went to the war with a general's hat, 
And feathers and sword I should like to do 

that ; 

He fought and he fought, till the enemy ran, 
That's how I shall do it when I am a man. 

But, perhaps, I had better le thinking how 
I may l^e a little like Washington now ; 
For they say that his "being a hero began 
A long time before he was a big man. 

He learned very early to tell what was trtte, 
An excellent thing for a hero to do ; 
For every small boy it would be a good plan 
To leara the same lesson before he's a man. 



A FIRST SFEECH. 41 



A NEW KIND OF DOLL. 



C T 'M tired of leather dolls/' said Belle, 
JL " The sawdust all runs out, 
I want one just like baby Nell," 
And Belle began to pout. 

" Her eyes shut every night, you see,** 
And then she sobbed in grief, 

** Mamma, you never buy for me 
A doll that's made of beef." 

ANNA L, JACK. 



A FIRST SPEECH. 



THE other girls and boys in school 
All said I was too young 
To stand up here, like them, and use 
My hands and feet and tongue. 

But now I guess they'll own that I 

Am quite as smart as they, 
For all my speech is not as Song 

As some the rest may say. 



42 WHAT THE LITTLE SIIOBS SAID. 

CONTENTMENT. 



A KITTEN has no work to do, 
It frisks about all day ; 
But she can't write as I can, 
All she can do is play. 

A birdie has no work to do, 
He flies from tree to tree ; 

But he can't read as I can, 
Nor even count to three. 

I'm glad I'm not a kitten, 
And I wouldn't be a bird, 

For if I changed with either, 
I shouldn't know a word, 
S. C. 



WHAT THE LITTLE SHOES SAID. 



I SAW two dusty little shoes 
A -standing by the bed ; 
They suddenly began to talk, 
And this is what they said : 

* We're just as tired as we can be, 
We've been 'most everywhere ; 
And now our little master rests 
It really is not fair. 



BATH- 

** He's had "his bath, and sweetly sleeps 
'Twixt sheets both cool and clean, 
While we are left to stand outside ; 
Now don't yon think it mean? 

** We've carried him from morn till night 

He's quite forgot, that's plain ; 
While here we watch, and wait, and wait 
Till morning" comes again. 

" And then he'll tramp, and tramp, and tramp 

The livelong summer day ; 
Now this is what we*d like to do- 
Just carry him away 

*' Where he could never go to bed, 

But stay up all the night 
Unwashed, and covered o'er with dust - 
Indeed I 'twould serve him right*** 



DOWRY'S BATH. 

(A little girl washing a doll.) 



DOLXrY, you're a sad disgrace, 
I shall have to wash your face ; 
How can you so dirty be? 
Really it distresses me. 
A bath at once, dear, you must take, 
That will a nice, clean dolly make, 



44 MAMMA'S 



THE XAUGHTY HENS. 



YOU little liens, 3-011 naughty hens, 
Whatever have you clone? 
Ymr\*e rooted, up the cauliflowers 
AIR! eaten every one. 

"When T Tarry comes and heats you, 

As he most likely may, 
"Whatever will your dear Mamma 

And little sisters say ? 

I think you'll feel as I have felt 

Sometimes before to-day, 
So if you do not like the stick, 

You'd better run away. 



MAMMA'S HELPER. 

(Child tearing leaves from calendar.) 



THIS is my Mamma's calendar ; 
She has so much to do, 
She only tears a leaf a day, 
1*11 help her, wouldn't yon ? 

Why, I can tear so fast, just see 

How leaves fly all around ; 
I guess they're six, and four, and three. 

All scattered on the ground* 



HILBRBN SHOULD BE SEEN ANJ> NOT HEARD. *5 

And now I'll pick them up and go 

And tell ray Mamma dear, 
If she's not pleased, I really think 

It will be very queer. 

MRS. E. J. H. GOODFBIXOW, 



CARRIE'S BIRTHDAY CAKE. 



YES, Aunt Jennie, I was six years old last Satur 
day, and Mamma made me a beautiful cake, 
all covered with icing^ and with six little candles on 
it, one for every year, you know. \Vhat ! you going 
to have a birthday, Aunt Jennie ; and you want a 
cake with candles on it, too ? Why, you can't ! You 
can't have the candles, Aunt Jennie not one for 
every > T ear, you know. There wouldn't be room on 
the cake. 



CHILDREN SHOULD BE SEEN AND NOT 
HEARD. 

" T ITTLE children should be seen and not 
JL-/ heard/* somebody has said. If everybody 
believed it, I would have nothing to do but come 
before you all, make my bow, and say ; How oh, 
;io ! I must not say anything. I would bow, how 
do you do ? Then throw a kiss, and say no, no ; 
not say, but nod good-bye. 

MKS. E. J. H. 



46 'TALE OP A PONY. 



KITTY KNEW. 



SEVEN sheep were standing 
By the pasture wall ; 
" Tell me,'* said the teacher, 

To her scholars small, 
" One ]Kx*r sheep was frightened, 

Jumped, and ran away ; 
One from seven- how many 
Woolly sheep would stay?" 

Up went Kitty's fingers 

A fanner's daughter she, 
Not so bright at figures 

As she ought to be. 
" Please, ma'am/'" Well, then, Kitty, 

Tell us, if you know. ' * 
** Please, if one jumped over, 
All the rest would go." 



TALK OF A PONY, 



1HAVE a little pony, 
His name is Grenadier ; 
I got him on my birthday 

I'm five years old this year. 
I do not think my pony 

Is quite as old as I ; 
But then he is much longer* 
And he is just as 



THANKSGIVING T0RJK3EY. 4T 

I give my pony apples, 

He likes them more than hay ; 
I give him lumps of sugar 

And biscuits every day. 
I like to feed and pet him, 

He loves me so, yon see ; 
And If I were the pony, 

He'd do as mticJi for me. 



THANKSGIVING TURKEY. 

AN old turkey ^ubler strutted around, 
With all his black feathers plumed high ; 
His wings trailing- proudly upon the hard ground, 
'His tail toward the moon in the sky. 

Perched high on a fence a rooster he spied, 
Whose crowing might waken the dead ; 

** Do stop that loud noise ! " in a fierce rage, he cried ; 
Strutting on with a toss of his head. 

The rooster was dumb ; but he chuckled with glee 
As he thought of the grand dinner spread 

On Thanksgiving Day, when that turkey would be 
Served tip without feathers or head* 



Day came the turkey was there, 
But bereft of his flaunting black gown ; 
He ky on his back, with his feet in the air, 
And Ilk body a delicate 



* KARLY MISS CTROCU8. 

Tbey carved the flesh from his every bone 
And joked as they passed it around ; 

To the rooster, too, no mercy was shown 
For he in the soup was found. 



EASXY MISS CROCUS, 



I 



'M little Croctis, 
Howd'ydo? 
m coming out now, 
Wotildn* t yon ? 



Come, Yellow Daisy, 

Lift your head, 
Full little Buttercnp 

Otitof bed* 

Guess I'm the first up, 

Tra, la, la * 
I*m going to laugh now, 

Ha, ha, 1m! 



My* *fa@fw tl^ wind Mews, 



Tfetnk I*n go 
Boo, IK 

J* H. 



BHiIGBNT BESSH. 



THE BLUEBIRD'S MESSAGE 



are yet bare, 

JL And there's os the ground ; 

Not a of 

As yet be ; 

But I a to-day, so 1 know 

That winter must go. 

'We Ice, 

And we don't 
But of we* re - 

It 

we'reglad the 

That the spring will o fine, and is on the way* 

L. F. 






T/"ITTY, don't sit there me; I've nq 

J\* to play ; I'm big to 

care of ray 1 am a 

in the toe of my I've 

stockings and It f s as as 

be. You 

ward, forward Kitty. Oh, ! 

I* ve my 1 t to 

It* I've to is0 on, 

Kitty well a let the old 

g^ it on off ), 

J* 



fiO A 



DOLLY'S PICTURE. 

(A little^girl has placed^ licr on^a chair, while 

another chair at some distance in front of 

doll. A Is on chair, or if this Is not ot>- 

a black cloth thrown the top of the chaii 



COMK, Dolly Totxllekin.s, Fin going to take yotii 
picture, you every word 1 siy. 

Sit up straight now *o ! Look right at inc. That's 
! Now dun't wink or blink. You're minding 
Now clwsi't or even smile, but 

while 1 count one, two, three, 
Now !t*s your 'sprcssion Is lovely. 

we'll "go see We'll tell lief 

a were. 

11 J. H. GOOBP!O4X}W. 



A FABLE. 



A BABY for the moon, 

So they got a toy for their pet ; 

the wasn't 3 r et 

If mt up tuae, 

for dipper, 

to skies? 

M0 ; of Its ** * * cries 

It " aeft ** 






IS ; GOLDEN. 



I^HEY is silver, 

That Is 1 liave ; 

And is 

For it is to 

Now, I scatter silver, 

By tills, my ; 

Wliile >"ou, In silence, gather 

The gold within your 

MRS. K. J. H. GooDPBi4X>w. 



AMBITION. 
16 



\A7 ELI "" 

V V 



As fee at Ills 

" If is the I've 

It's a very pity 1 ever out." 

" My said the '* my 

Etoa't is ; 

The is a it ; 

Yoti see life, so don't despair." 

But 

of 

it is 

To be a if you" re a 



MY TALKS, 



DOLLY'S VACCINATION. 



I WAS fin wry afraid 

My dolly won It i j*et sick, 
1 picket! her little arm 

a pointed stick. 

1 hope she won't ^et whcioping-cough, 

Nor any Immps not knocks, 
N<t even pimply measles, 
Xor little pox. 

For that's the way the doctor did 

To Kate, 

To sick 

He it ** vaccinate/* 

B. J. H. GOODPELIX>W. 



MY TALKS. 

SOME can't talk, 

is not fine, 

For, my Carlo to me^ 

1*11 to you. 

I ** Carlo, 

B0 a of ? f * 

lx>wwow, to say 

** 



MY CARLO TALKS. 

And then when I am going out. 
And say, " You cannot go/* 

He, wistful, eyes me, while he says 
" I understand, No ! No I" 

And when again I only say 
'* Come, Carlo, take the lead/* 

He frisks around and joyful says 
"I'm very glad, indeed.'* 

And when to closed door he comes, 
With scratches, one, two, three, 

He says, as plain as anything, 
l Come, turn the latch for me." 

And so I could tell many things, 

As plain as A f B t C, 
About wheti I talk to my dog 

And he talks back to me. 

The trouble is, that folks won't learn 
A little dog's plaia speech ; 

If they'd only pay attoatkm, 

Most any dog could teach. 

Hits. E. J. H. 






DAY. 



HERE Is a lily liere is a rose, 
And is a heliotrope, 

here Is w<xxlbine sweet that grows 
On garden's sunny slope. 

Here is a bit of mignonette, 

here's a geranium red s 
A f*;in*;y bloom anil a violet 

I in a mossy tied. 

are the I the best, 

I've all to lay 

With rest, 

Qa Bay. 

M. BEST. 



CAKE. 



I HAVE to tell you, 

I 

To to a cake, 

j*ist to in. 

Of 

In a 

all 



Si 

And then you take some nice, fresh eggs, 
And mash them up just so, 

Then grind them round with flour, 
Which makes a nice, soft dough. 

And when the stove Is very hot 

You put In to bake. 
Then, in a very little while, 

Out comes a lovely cake. 

MRS. E. J. H. GOODFKIXOW. 



THE SNOW-MAN. 



A SNOW-MAN in the 

pipe serenely, 

For what cares lie that the night is cold, 
Though his coat is thin and his hat is old 

And the blustering winds keenly. 

He the in 

That visit - 

This night their beautiful Chri&tmas ; 

And it is not he to see 

How this is it ? 






WHAT'S the the 
Summer, ? 

When I my 

And go the 

** f ! ! 1 ** 



DOr>' Y'B LESSON. 

When I go to bed at night, 
Then I hear them out of sight, 
* ' Sleep ! sleep ! sleep ! sleep I " 

When I waken every day, 
If it's sunny, then they say, 
** Peep ! peep I peep ! peep ! ** 

But they feel as bad as I 
When it rains, for then they cry, 
** Weep ! weep ! weep ! weep ! " 

B. WHITNEY. 



A QUEER TABLE, 

I WISH to tell you all to-day of a very queer 
table. In tte first place it is several hundred 
years old and yet it is as good as new just as 
sound and strong as ever. No, it is not iron, and 
yet I can't see how it can ever wear out. It is not 
used lor breakfast, dinner, or any meal. It came 
all the way from" Arabia and it is ornamented with 
muny Hgiires. We do not know who made it, but 
we do kisow ttot it is a very useful table, and we 
call it **The Multiplication Table." 



BOIXY'S LESSON. 

(Alphabet chart <m the wall ; little girl with & long pointer 
-4ol!y oo a chair), 



you 

I'm sliawcd t Baw to 
You don't know any letter 
your cookie S. 



DOIXTS 

Now listen, and I'll tell yoti - 
This round hole's name is O, 

And when you put a tail in, 
It makes it Q, you know. 

And if it has a front door 
To walk in at, it's C ; 

Then make a seat right here 
To sit on, and it's G. 

And this tall letter, Dolly, 
Is I, and stands for me, 

Arad wben it puts a Imt on, 
It makes a cup o'T. 

And curly I is J, dear, 

And half of B is P, 
And E without his slippers on 

Is only F, you see. 



You turn A upside 
And peof>le call it V, 

And if it's twins, like tliis 
W 'twill be, 



Dolly, when you lemrn e*m, 
lfm r ll kmw a fprmt big: heap 
Mo* mdk f s 1 Oii* Boily t 



58 RED, WIIIT1 AMD BLUX. 

TIT FOR TAT. 



SIX nine had a falling 1 out ; 
1 can't ?ay what it was all about. 
One angry, and .said, ** Oh, fie, 
You know you are worth three less than L 5? 
The cried, with a pout and frown, 

** You're nothing six turned upside down ! 

H. R. HUBSON. 



BUSY 



T*\EARY me/* cried a busy bee, 

iLJ " What sights in town we see I 

who've honey ; 

for money ; 

Deary me ! * * the 

*' The Is for me." 

WHITE AND BI,UE. 



lag ! welcome to-day ! 
A)x>ve schoolhmise float for aye. 
Our c*untry's or c*>tmtrj" f s boast v 

to 

Thy we on 

for to or die. 

all ever o'er us ! 

trtte ; 

of us, 

to la the blue. 



A SIX-TBAR-OUD. 



A FROG IN THE THROAT. 

1KNOW a little animal 
That's neither wild nor tame ; 
Now, tell me, if you really can, 
What is its place and name. 

How, when it comes to stay with me, 

I cannot sing a note ; 
1*11 tell you, for you'll never guess, 

A frog right in my throat. 
MRS. E. J. H, 



A SIX- YEAR-OLD. 



WHEN Joe and Kate and Dick and BeSe 
Stated to school last fall, 
I cried to go, and papa said 
He thought I was too small. 

I begged so hard, at last he said, 

** Well, you can go to-day ; 
For after this I'm very stine. 

At home you'll want fco : 



But r not tired yet, and yoti 
sa judge now try lay looks, 

^lot, Aougit I mm tmt six ^ears dd. 
I like my scl^X)! and books. 



DON'T* 



I MIGHT have just the mot &t fifr 
If 'twasn't for a word, 
I think the very worstest on* 

'At ever I have heard. 
I wish *at it *d go away, 
But Fm afraid it won't 
I s'pose 'at it* 11 always & / 
That awful word of " *m't. M 

It's ** don't you make i bit of noise/* 

And " don't go out of door,** 
And <g don't yoti spread your stock of toys 

About the pirter &oir ; " 
Ad ** ^m*t ycm d&re play in the dti^/* 

And ** doa*t you tease the cat/* 
And " d^m't you get your clothing mussed/' 

And " dbe't ** 3 this and that, 

It ^ems to me I've never found 

A thing Fd like to do 
But what there's some one close around 

'At'sgot a "don't "or too. 
And Sttnday 'at's the day 'at *' don't n 

& worse of all the seven. 
Cti f goodness ! t>tit I tope there won*t 

Beany * 4 doubts rt in Heaven ! 

NIXON WATHMAK. 



THE HCmra OF MAY. 

GOING TO WASHINGTON. 

(Boy on Rocking Horse.) 

I*M riding away to Washington 
As fast as fast can be, 
If you've a message for the President 
Jtist send it on by me. 

MRS. E. J. H. GOODFEI^OW. 



WHAT BOYS ARE GOOD FOR. 



D 



O you know that some one really said, 
** what earthly good are boys ? ** 
d like to state it for a fact 
That they're gixxl to make a noise. 
table with forte. ) 

MRS. E. J. H. GOODFEIXOW 



THE MONTH OF MAY. 



HERE I am, amd how do you 
I've come afar to visit yotu 
I^ittle etxMrai* glad and free. 
Are you ready now for me ? 
I'm the montli of Hay f 

I Ve a store of treasures rare 
Laid away with greatest car^ ; 
Bays of sunshine, stag and flowers* 

inacle into fairy bowers ! 
I'm the month of May ! 



THE CHILDREN'S OFFERING. 



WE little children gather 
The brightest flowers of May, 
And lovingly will lay them 
On ottr soldiers* graves to-day. 

We bring the fragrant violets 

And buttercups so bright, 
And pttre, white petaled lilies, 

For those who fought for right. 

Altho* we are so little, 

We've heard of battles fought, 
And gladly bring our 0H eriag 

For those who freedom foott^Iit. 

We prtnidly wave the colors, 
The red, the white, the blue, 

And place our flag upon the graves 
Of those whose hearts were true. 

G. 



FOUR W*S. 



W 



j*m mine, be isoble ; 
Whatever you 4o, do well ; 
wr j*m speak, ^>emk kiiMHy ; 
Give j<3f whenever y cm * 



WHO KNOWS THE MOT? SS 

WHO KNOWS THE HOST? 
(The little girl should address a real kitten or a picture of one. 11 



WHO knows the most, Ptissy, you or I ? 
I know you're cunning and very spry, 
1 love to watch yon chase my ball, 
But you cannot read nor write at all. 

Your little sharp claws help you climb a tree 
Where you sit oat of reach and look at me. 
I know that is something I can't do, 
But ytm faa^e foctr feel and I but two. 

You look very wise as you Ikk your paw, 
But you do not know that two twos are four. 
Or that m-i~c-e is the way to spell mice, 
Although you think they are very nke. 

But it really isn't your fault at aH 

That you don't know sphere is the name for baH; 

For you have never beeia to sdbool 

And do not know a single rule. 

How I must go to school each day 
While you do nothing btit sleep and play, 
And I don't believe. Pussy, as older you ginow 
You ever wM! thfeik. liow little you know. 

NSU.IB G. BXONSON. 



4 GOOD NIGHT. 



UTTLE PEACH BU)SSOM:. 



LITTLE peach blossom has awakened at last, 
And what do you think awoke her ? 
Not the birds, as they sang and twittered all day, 
And talked of their nests and the eggs they would 

lay; 

Not the wind, as It rocked her cradle so fast 
And told her that winter had long ago passed ; 
Not the sun, as he wrapped her in an embrace, 
And showered sweet kisses upon her sweet face ; 
Nor the moon, nor the stars, though they glistened 

so bright, 

And tried to persuade her to wake in the night, 
But a warm April sliower fell on her one day, 
With a quick dash of rain ; and this is the way 
That little peach blossom first opened her eyes, 
With a faint little blush, and a look of surprise. 



GOOD NIGHT. 



I AM so very near asleep 
I scarce can keep from gaping, 
And so I think it must be time 

Th t peofile all were napping ; 
So* J^ before my eyes close tight, 
I wish you, each ami all, good night. 

Urns. & J. EL Goo0i*suu>w. 



tt 



THE FISH FAMTLV. 
{A motion recitation,) 



I SAW five little fishes 
Swimming in the sea 
And I said, I really wonder, 
Who these fis&es all can be ! 

Why, the big one is the papa ; 

Then the mamma comes, you see ; 
There's the brother and the sister. 

And the last, the baby wee. 

Now hold up five small fingers ; 

They are fishes, we will play ; 
No matter how they swim about, 

Together they will stay. 

So the family of fishes 
Together like to be, 
$Ck>6<e to papa and to 

they swim about the 

M. S. H, PtffWAJK, 



BE 

LET us try to be polite 
In everything we cio ; 
Remember always to say ** 
And not forget ** thank 



$6 MAKB THE BEST OF IT, 



AN APPLE-BIX)SSOM. 



HIGH on the apple-tree was a lovely, pink apple- 
blossom, as happy as happy could be. But 
one rainy, windy morning the five beautiful pinky- 
white petals fell off and blew away. 

* ' Dear nie ! * * said the poor little flower ; this is 
the end of me. * * 

But it wasn't the end. Pretty soon there was a 
hard little green bunch with seeds in it, just below 
where the pretty petals had been. And it grew and 
grew, till in October there was a great, red apple 
hanging cm the tree. 

**An apple is better than a flower/* said the apple 
to herself, as she jumped down for Mary to pick 
her tip. 



MAKE THE BEST OF IT. 

AS sunshine and rain, 
Pleasure and pain, 
Each day on some must fall ; 
So tlie wise thing to do, 
If we only knew, 
Is to make the best of it aH 



XT COUNTRY'S TZ*AO. 



THE RAIN COACH. 

SOME little drops of water, 
Whose home was in the sea., 
To go upon a journey 

Once happened to agree. 
A cloud they had for a carriage, 

Their horse a playful breeze, 
And over land and country 
They rode awhile at ease. 

But, ah ! they were so many 

At last the carriage broke, 
And to the ground came tumbling 

These frightened little folk. 
And through the moss and grasses 

They were compelled to roam 
Until a brooklet found them 

And carried them all liome, 



MY COUNTRY'S 

(Witfe Sag in hand.) 



is my country's Sag, 
JL AIM! I am my country^ bey I 
To love and sertfe feer well 
Will e^er foe iay joy. 



68 UTTLM 0IFT8. 

MAKING BUTTER. 
(Motioa song.) 

SKIM, skim, skim ; 
With the skimmer bright 
Take the rich and yellow cream, 
Leave the milk so white. 

Churn, churn, churn, 
Now 'tis churning day ; 

Till the cream to butter turns, 
I>asher must not stay. 

Press, press, press ; 

All the milk must foe 
IPratti ttie golden tmfeter new 

Presseed out carefully. 

Pat, p@t pat ; 

Make it smooth and round. 
See ! the roll of butter *s done ; 

Won't you buy a pound ? 

Taste, oh ! taste, 

This is very nice ; 
Spread it on the children's bread, 

Give them each a slice. 



OIFTS. 



LITTLE gifts mm precious, 
If a loving heart 
Help t&e busy &&&$, 
As they 40 their part. 



MT DCHLLY. 69 



TWILIGHT. 



HOW sweet is the twilight hour 
When, tired with romp and play, 
We gather around our mother 
And tell of the busy day. 

How musical sounds her rocker, 

As, creaking to and fro, 
She tells us many a story 

Of days of long ago. 

How mixed are her days with ours 

How misty everything seems I 
It must l>e because we are nodding 

On our way to the land of dreams. 

E. J. H. GOOBFEIXOW, 



MY 



I HAVE a little cfoUy 
Who can neither read nor talk, 
And so I try to teach lier 
The proper way to walk. 

Every day I take her 

A little tiay way ; 
I tliiak, if I am patient, 

Slie'li walk qtiite well mm* 



KNITTING. 



THE RAINBOW. 



look here, Rain/ 1 said the Sun one day ; 
"we've been living peaceably together in 
Weather-land for quite a long while. I've had my 
work and play, and you've had yours ; but to-day 
you are working just a little too hard, and I want 
you to stop a minute and play.*' 

"Why, why/' said the Rain, "I hardly think 
that" 

* * You needn't think, ' * said the Sun. ' * Just stand 
still and I'll make something pretty for the children 
to look at/ 1 

' * How will you cb It ? * * said the Rahi, pausing a 
moment. 

** Why I'll just shine through you and split my 
self in little pieces/' sakl the Sun. 

4 * Wont it hurt you ? " said the Rain. 

"No, indeed; I'll hardly feel it. We'll both 
ootne all right again. There ! it's done while we've 
been talking about it. Let's call it a Rainbow/* 
MRS. E. J. H. GOOBFEUW>W. 



KNITTING. 

(A little girl seated in a chair, knitting, with a kitten on 



1*E tried it over and over, 
I can't knit my stocking mi all, 
Unless m j dc&r Kitty Clover 
Is with me to play with the ball 



A 3>I83PtJTX. Tl 

BE CONSIDERATE. 



I MUST not speak an angry word, 
I must not tell a lie, 
I must not contradict 

Or make my playmates cry. 



CONTENT. 



BE content witli thy lot, 
Thotigrh it may be small ; 
Each must have his share, 
One cannot have all. 



A DISPUTE. 



*T"X>M and Joe quarreled, 
A I've heard people tell ; 
About a queer animal 

Hid in s* shelL 
" I tell you it walks, sir ? ** 

Said Tommy to Joe ; 
" It swims ? " cried Joe f !odly t 

" I've seen and I know ! ** 
" It walks ! " " No, it swims ! 

And tl^ boys grew quite 
Bat ttee tartle peeped tmt r 
** 1 caa db bo&h f 
A. 



72 BATS OF THE WEEK. 



DAYS OF THE WEEK. 



days of the week once talking together 
JL About their housekeeping, their friends and 

the weather, 

Agreed in their talk it would be a nice thing 
For all to march, and dance, and sing ; 
So they all stood up in a very straight row, 
And this is the way they decided to go : 

(Let seven children stand up, and as day of week is 
take places. ) 



First came little Sunday, s sweet and good, 
With a book in her hand, at the head she stood. 
Monday skipped in with soap and a tub, 
Scrubbing away with a rub-a-dub-dub ; 
With board and iron came Tuesday bright, 
Talking to Monday in great delight. 
Then Wednesday -the dear little cook came in, 
Hiding cock horse on his rolling-pin. 
Thursday followed, with broom and brush, 
Her hair in a towel, and she in a rush. 
Friday appeared, gaily tripping along ; 
He scoured the knives, and then he was gone. 
Saturday last, with a great big tub, 

which we all jump for a very good rub. 
(71* MMrm m&rtk and sing t t$& tutu of lt 
Sunshine. * * ) 



WHO LIKES THE BAIN? 73 

Children of the week are we, 
Happy, busy, full of glee. 
Often do we come this way, 
And you meet us every day. 
Hand in hand we trip along, 
Singing, as we go, a song. 
Each one may a duty bring, 
Though it be a little thing. 

{Each child may carry an arfu/e c&rresp&nding 
day of week rpre$ented. ) 

Bi/sr PAGB. 



WHO UKES THE RAIN? 



" T SAID the duck ; " I call it ftra, 

JL For I have my little red rubbers on ; 
They make a cunning three-toed track 
In the soft cool mud. Quack, quack, ** 

" I," cried the little lowws, " I ; 
My roots are thirsty, my buds are cbry.'* 
And they lifted their little colored heads 
Out of the green, grassy beds. 

M I hope 'twill pour ! I hope 'twill pour ! " 
Croaked the tree toad at his gray bark ctoor, 

" For with a braad lemf fee a roof 
I am perfectly 



14 WASHIJf. 

THE DAISIES. 



AT evening when I go to bed 
I see the stars shine overhead ; 
They are the little daisies white 
That dot the meadow of the night. 
And often while I'm dreaming so, 
Across the sky the moon will go ; 
It is a lady, sweet and fair, 
Who comes to gather daisies there. 

For, when at morning I arise, 

There's not a star left in the skies ; 

She's picked them all and dropped them down 

Into tfee meadows of the town. 

FUANE DKMPSTHK. SHERMAN. 



WASHING. 
(Child at & toy wash-tub ; an undressed doll in a chair.) 

AIN'T yon 'shamed, you naughty Dolly? 
Ain't you 'shamed as you can be? 
'Cause you made your clothes so dirty, 
See the trouble you've made me ! 

Gil, you needn't liang your head so ; 

That won't help the thing a bit ; 
Here's your mother* naughty Dolly, 

Hard at work ; just think of it ! 

Bat I've learned a lesson, Dolly, 

1*11 be good as I can be ; 
My inainma shall not be tirett 

Doing extra work for me. 



WOMANHOOD. T6 

CHERRY CHEEKS. 
(Little girl with a basket of roses.) 

THIS is grandma's birthday, 
That is why I've come 
To bring her all these roses, 
We have such lots at home. 

The road was rather dusty, 

And I am rather small, 
But grandma's pleased to see roe, 

And tliat makes up for all. 

Tiredness doesn't matter 

When my grandma speaks : 
Thank you for the roses ! 

Thank yoti, Cherry Cheeks/* 



WOMANHOOD. 

I AH six years old and I like to play, but I woold 
ratter grow iast and te m t% tall woman ; ttaa 
I could do just as I pleased, But mamma says It 
takes more than size to make a n^omaii. She says I 
will IIETC a great many things to leara 10 sew f 
sweep, oook, mend and darn ; make beds and g &* 
oiarket ; and, ofe dear ! what else ? I guess mamma 
is right, for i think I wonld rather be a little girl 
always and play irom morning until night, 

J. 



76 THB LITTIJJ AEMT. 

A LARGE ROOM. 



MY teacher told rne the other clay that I owned 
one of the largest rooms she ever saw. She 
saki it was called the Room for Improvement. 

MRS. K. J. H. Goom'EU,ow. 



THE LITTLE ARMY. 

(For five very small hoys.) 



/jr/ d&y (with sword} 

I'm the Captain, big and bold, 

My soldiers do what they are told. 
%d boy ( with flag ) 

I hold the iag and wave it so ; 

Where Captain leads I'm sure to go. 
$d boy (with drum) 

Tm the drummer ; when I drum 

The folks all shout, " Oh, here they come ! 
$th b&y (with Gun) 

I can shoot ; see my big gun ; 

And don't I make the rebels run ! 
5/4 buy (with trumpet) 

I Imve a born ; I blow it loud, 

Because I like to draw a crowd. 



Attacks, all ! We'll march away ! 

B^r we are soldiers, brave and gay. 

{March jft with drum beating, etc.) 

J. ROOK. 



CLAU8, 



WHEN THE FAIRIES UVED HERE. 



WHEN the fairies ttsed to live here, 
Then, you know, 
There was never any dark, 

Or any snow ; 
But the great big sun kept shining 

All the night, 
And the roses just kept blooming, 

Oh, so bright ! 
And the little children never 

Teased their mothers; 
And tlie little girls always 

I^oved their brothers. 
And the brothers, they were just as 

Mild and kind ; 
Every single thing you told them 

They would mind ; 
And they played so very gently ; 

But you know 

That was when the faiiies lived hone, 
Long ago! 



SANTA CLAU& 



AJOLI/Y old fellow, 
Whose hair is snow white 
And whose little, bright eyes are bloc, 
Will be making life visits 



Perhaps lie will call on jott. 



78 TSX BAISt. 

A WONDER STORY. 



A BUNCH of dry, dead leaves, 
To a bare, brown willow clung, 
And all the winter through 
In the icy breezes swung. 
Even when spring-time came, 

And the tree was clad in green, 
Still on the topmost branch 

Might the withered leaves be seen. 
" If I could reach,'* said a boy one day, 
** rd pluck those leaves and throw them away." 

But early one bright morn, 

Just as the boy jpassed by, 
Out from tlie dry, dead leaves 

Came a beautiful butterfly. 
It fluttered from twig to twig 

And spread its wings for flight, 
Leaving the child below 

To marvel at the sight. 
** I certainly never dreamed," said he, 
** Tliat such a wonderful thing could be ! ** 

C. BACON. 



THE DAISY. 



WAKE up, little daisy, ttie summer is nigh, 
Tfee dear little rotytn is up in t&e sky, 
Wbe s0wdrsQf* and cnxms were never so slow ; 
tittle ilafey* amd Eastern to grtw. 



WHICH 18 BBST ? tt 

Now bark, little daisy, I'll tell you what's said, 
Hie lark thrnks you're lazy and love your warm bed ; 
But 111 not believe it, for now I can see 
Your bright little eye winking softly at me. 



WHICH IS BEST? 
(For two boys and a girl.) 



First Boy : ~ *** thie ^^ * a11 tb 

Cried loyal Freddy Bly, 
wry sftoalid-st of all 
Cotnes early in July. 
Think of the fun ! the glorious noise I 
That is the day at least for boys," 

B*y : " Of all the days of all the year," 

Said little Robin Gray, 
" The very best, I do believe, 

Will be Thanksgiving day. 
A. fellow has such things to eat ! 
Thanksgiving day cannot be beat.** 

Girl : ** Qf all the days of all the year," 

Song pneiiy Nan, " remember 

Hie dearest, happiest and best 
Is coming ia December. 

What girl or foorf , north, east, south,, 
west, 

But knows that Christmas day is 



ANNIB 



DOLI/Y'S BEDTIME. 
(Girl holding doll.) 



COME, good-Bight, my dolly dear, 
It is bedtime, do you hear ? 
Little girl must go to bed ; 
That is what my mamma said ; 
But I guess, I really do, 
Dolly, dear, mamma meant you ; 
I'm not sleepy, so you see 
Mamma couldn't have meant me. 

Now the little nightie, Oh 

Dolly, sweet, I love you so ! 

Now, good-night ! Oh, dear ! Oh, dear I 

I see nursie coming here ; 

Pm afraid, to tell you true, 

Mamma did mean me not you. 



COUNTING. 



ONE little kitten with a jingling bell ; 
Two little eyes, and don't you tell I 
Three little bowls of milk up high ; 
Fotir little leaps by the kitten spry ; 
Five little laps of tlie yellow cream ; 
Then ooroes the end of the blissful dream : 
For one little maid, witli two little hands, 
Makes three little steps to the broom as it stands ; 
Gfires lour IMe stamps and Sve little blows, 
And out of the door the kitten goes. 



MT BABY BROTHER. 81 

THE ROAD TOJ? AIRY-LAND. 

WHERE is the road to fairy-land ? 
What is the shortest way ? 
Come, let us ask the flowers all, 

And see what they will say ? 
The little birds that sing so sweet 

Above us in the air, 
Will kindly tell us where to go ; 

They surely have been there. 
And then, perhaps, when we have found 

The queen, so kind and true, 
Ste'll touch us with her little wand 

And make us fairies, too. 

MY BABY BROTHER. 

ME down to our house, I have something to 
show you ; 
A dear little baby that hasn't a name ; 
So pretty, so cunning, so sweet that I know you 

Will wish that you had at your own house ttie same. 
His dear little liead lie can't always hold steady ; 

He can't even place where he wants to his hands ; 
He smiles when I come, so he knows me already, 
And just the least bit on his two feet he stands* 
I never liked anything half as mwcfa ; maybe 

You think I would sell him I wouldn't for gold I 
To know IKW I love him, the dear, darling baby, 
You must lewe ooe yourself you could HCWT be 

tokL 

SARAH E. How AJO>. 



IS OBOWJM0 UP, 



THE BEE'S WISDOM. 



SAID a little wandering maiden 
To a bee -with honey laden, 
** Bee, in all the flowers you work, 
Yet in some doth poison lurk.** 

*' That I know, nay little maiden," 
Sak! the bee with honey laden ; 

** But the poison I forsake, 
And the honey only take.*' 

** Cunning bee, with honey laden, 
That is r%lit/* replied the maiden. 

** So will I from all I meet, 
Only take the good and sweet." 



SPRING IS GROWING UP. 



SPRING is growing up, 
Isn't it a pity f 
Slie -was such a little thing, 
And 30 very |etty ? 

is esetiresnely grand, 



W* must pay lier duty ; 
Bat it is to little Spring 
Tliat she'll OTTC feer beauty, 



WHAT GIEI LOVB TO DC . 8S 

WHAT GIRJkS LOVE TO DO. 



i 



Etitm (H&lding a pl&te of cakes, ete. 
I/>VK to get the breakfast, 
The pancakes I can bake ; 
The table then I nicely set 
And help make bread and cake. 

( With a milk-stool and p&il.) 
I love to milk the gentle cows, 

It's fun, I'd have you know, 
To take my stool and milkiii 

And say, "So Bossy so/* 

Eliza -{Swinging her hat.) 

It's better fun to get the cows. 
" Co- Boss ! Co- Boss ! " I call. 
I run and climb the highest fence 
And never get a fall. 

With gay d&l$s m her hands.) 
I'm fond of dressing pretty dolls, 

In lovely lace and silk ; 
To trim their clothes with wlvets 

Is nicer than to milk* 



( With a 

mendimg. ) 
I love to read good story-books, 

And sj>end a while at plagr ; 
And then I wash t&e dishes up 

And stockii^s mend, end* 



84 FAST ASLEEP. 

Jenny {Holding a broom and dust-pan.') 
I love to take a broom and sweep, 

I make the beds and sew ; 
Such work as this, my mother says, 
Is good for me to do. 

(Standing in a semicircle and holding up the im 
plement of ?/v?rX% etc.; when it is named, all recite 
together^ shwh f and clearly .-) 
Baking cakes for breakfast, 

Milking cows at morn. 
Climbing fences safely, 

With our clothes not torn ; 
Dressing dolls in laces, 

Reading and some play, 
Dishes washed mud stockings mended, 

Brooms well used each day 
Doing these while on time whirls, 
Makes us iiappy, ttseful girls. 



FAST ASLEEP. 



FAST asleep lies little May, 
With Dolly on her breast ; 
Tread softly as you come away, 
don't disturb her rest. 



* little soul it kaows no fear, 
Ho t!iotig!|t of sin or sorrow ; 
And God will take good care of her, 
Until sfoe wakes to-morrow. 



BO YOUR BKST. Si 



SIR 



COME, vSir I>andelion, 
So old and Rray, 
Will you tell to tne 
Tlie time of <lay ? 

You won't tell unless 
I blow your head ? 

Then, old Dandelion, 
You'd be dead. 

And the sweet buttercups, 

Would they cry ? 
1*11 never kill you, 

No, not I. 

Oood-bye, I>andelkm ; 

Yoti take your ease ; 
Sway with the wild flowers 

In the breeze, 

12. J. H. 



DO YOUR BEST. 



IF 1 yow're told to do a 
And mean to do It really, 
Never let it be by halves ; 
Do it fully, freely. 



^ **VT' 1 T. BABIES. 



MAIDS OF JAPAN. 
(Dresses of gay cretonne ; Japanese fans.) 

"Ill 7E'RE make-believe maids of Japan;; 
V We each have a Japanese fan ; 

(Hold out fans toward audience. ) 
We wave them with ease (wave fans)> 
To make a nice breeze ; 

The way that they do in Japan. 
When the maids go out for a call, 
The tall ones as well as the small, 
They all sit down flat O*/ on floor) 
On the top of a mat, 

These folks that live off in Japan. 
And then, when they rise up to go. 
Of course you every one know, 
They bow very low, (bow lew), 
Yes, truly, just so ! 

Wlmt queer things they do in Japan ! 
MRS. E. J. H. GOOJ 

DOLI, BABIES. 

OH Fanny, dear Fanny, 
M^ke haste with the bed, 
My child is so tired 

She can't raise her iiead. 
Your child is so old 

She eaa sit ttp till eight ; 
But mine % quite ill 
If &tie stays up so late. 



THJi 1CEW TEAS. 8? 

A NOSE OUT OF JOINT. 



DOES my nose look crooked ? Everybody says, 
" Charlie's nose is out of joint," and I never 
beard a word about it until I didn't want to kiss that 
horrid, cross little sister. I wish somebody would 
buy her ! I don't want her ! Mamma just loves 
her like anything. I don't see why everybody 
makes such a fuss about her. I wish her nose was 
out of joint. Oh, dear ! I don't want a broken 
nose. I think I'll go and ask mamma if I kiss 
that that fodby, my nose will grow straight again. 
Wouldn't you ? 

MRS. E. J. H. GOODFSUW>W. 



THE NEW YEAR. 



ITTLB New Year, littk New Year.. 
J / Born in the winter weather, 
I ana ymmg like you ami, hand in hand, 
We will journey on together. 



New Year, little New Year, 
By try ing e^ery day, 
I hope to be good company 
Until jtm go away* 

P. 



88 HIS IDA OF IT. 

FIVE LITTLE BROTHERS. 



FIVE little brothers set out together 
To journey the livelong day, 
In a curious carriage all made of leather 

They hurried away, away ! 
One big brother and three quite small, 
And one wee fellow, no size at all. 

The carriage was dark and none too roomy 

And they could not move about ; 
The five little brothers grew very gloomy,. 

And the wee one began to pout, 
Till the biggest one whispered, " What do you say, 
Lets leave the carriage mud ran away I" 

So otit they scampered, the five together, 

And off and away they sped ! 
When somebody found that carriage of leather, 

Oh my ! how she shook her head. 
'Twas her little boy's shoe, as every one knows, 

And the five little brothers were five little toes. 

WHEELER Wn*cox. 



HIS IDEA OF IT. 

BENNY watched his gra 
As siie slielkd the peas, 
Be picked a 1% pod up and said, 
** Unbutton tfai <e, please ! " 



DOCTOR'S VISIT. 89 

THE DAY AFTER. 



OH dear ! it's so Car to next Christmas ! 
Seems long as forever and more. 
I've been counting the days over *n* over 

Three hundred and sixty-four ! 
That's a dreadful lot to be waiting 

To hang up your stocking, you see ; 
But to-morrow that's something there's only 
Three hundred and sixty-three ! 

YOUNG PEOPLE. 



DOCTOR'S VISIT, 



Littk Mamma {with a sick 
ME and see my baby dear ; 
Doctor, she is ill, I fear. 
Yesterday, do what I would, 
She would touch no kind of food ; 
And she tosses, moans and cries, 
Doctor, what do you advise? 



Hum ! ha ! Good madam, tell me, pray, 
Wfiat have you offered her to-4ay ? 
Ah, yes I see ; a piece of cake, 
The worst thing you could make fear take, 
Just let me taste. Yes, yes, I fear 
Too many plums and currants here 
But sfcop ! I will just tasle again, 
So as to make the matter plain ! 



JXttf'T WAKE THB BABT. 

JLittle Mamma . 

But, doctor, pray excuse me ; oh ! 
You've eaten all my cake tip now ! 
I thank you kindly for your care ; 
But do you think 't was hardly fair? 

Doctor : 

Oh, dear me ! Did I eat the cake ? 
Well, it was for dear baby's sake. 
But keep her in her bed, well warm, 
And you will see she'll take no harm. 
At night and morning-, use, once more, 
Her drink and powder as before ; 
And she must not be overfed, 
But may just haw a piece of bread. 
To-morrow, then, I dare to say, 
She'll be quite right. Good-day ! good-day ! 



DON'T WAKE THE BABY. 



BABY sleeps, so we must tread 
Softly 'round her little bed, 
And be careful tliat our toys 
Do not fall mud make a noise. 



Play mud talk, tmt whisper low, 
Mother wants to work, we know ; 
Tfest whoa father comes to tea, 
may neat mad dieerfu! be. 



THK JAPANESE DO3LL. 



A COUNTRY GIRL. 

(Little girl; calico dress, stm-bontiet in hand, which she 
swings.) 



I'M just a country maiden 
Dressed in a printed gown ; 
I think I'm just as happy 
As girls who live in town. 

Fin joyous in the sunshine 
With birds and budding flowers, 

And in the daisy meadows, 
I pass the happy hours. 

I sit beside the brooklet, 
And dabble in, my feet ; 

While girls who live in cities, 
Just walk the dusty street. 

And then, when day is ended, 
I watch the twinkling stars ; 

While girls who live in eitks, 
Just gaze ott toHey cars. 
IfSS. E. J- H. 



THE JAPANESE DOUU 



MY dolly is a Japanese, 
AM wiH not say hr A B 
No matter how I coax and tease 
flint imagtity, naughty, 



BESSIE'S TROUBLES, 

A DELIGHTFUL CUSTOM. 



THE topsy-turvy doctors have 
A very curious way ; 
They do not cure folks of their ills, 
But of their health, they say. 

For instance, when a boy feels well, 

The doctor he comes by 
And makes him stay at home from school, 

And dose himself with pie. 

And that is why, 'twixt you and me, 
An ** ujisidowney " I would be. 



BESSIE'S TROUBLES. 

(A little girl with four dolls.) 



T 



*HERE once was a maiden 
Who lived long 1 ago, 

She had so many dollies 

She didn't know what to do. 

They're the trouble of my life, you know. One 
doHk is all very well, but four are really too many 
for me to manage. I have their hats to make, their 
stockings to mv&d, their clothes to wash, and it 
keeps me busy from morning till night. And they 
aren't a bit grateful for it all. For if one isn't into 
mischief the otter is. Matilda Jane's nose is broken ; 
Itaiy ABH*S ana is coming off ; Belinda's sawdust 
is coming <wt Ot* dear, dear, dear ! But, there ! 
fm. stipe I lwe them all very much, and I wouldn't 
prt witli mt <* item f r the world. 



A BaUMMKK BOY. 



TWO KITTENS. 



*T~X)DDLEKINS and Tidkins 

Jl Were two naughty kittens ; 
Who quarreled on a summer day, 
All about their mittens. 

Toddlekins said Tidkins 

Didn't wash them clean ; 
And Tidkins said that Toddlekins 

Talked so very mean. 

Toddlekins scratched Tidkins 
In the middle of his face ; 

And Tidkins chased poor Toddlekins 
All around the place. 

And as they tumbled over, 
Forgotten were the mittens ; 

And Tidkins and young Toddlekins 
Were just two frisky kittens. 
MRS. E. J. H. 



A DRUMMER BOY. 
(Boy witfe <taua). 



TA-RATTA, ta-ratta, tttm-tnia, 
I have such a nice little drum, drum, drum ; 
I beat it, 1 thump it, bum -bum ff brai-tmaai, 
How all the good peofile can teur wl^aa I 
Ta-ratta, ta-ratta, ta-r% ta-ra, 
1 think it is m wfeen I play 

Ms. E. J. H. 



WASH 



PUSSY'S PICTURE. 

/A little boy or girl with slate and pencil, or with chj?i2, 

kile 



standing by a blackboard, sketching wkile talking. 
outline faintly sketched on the state or board could be 
lowed, thus adding interest to the recitation. Subject of tat 
picture or sketch, a small child holding a c&l) 



1*1,1, make a picture of puss and yun, 
If you'll sit sti'! ; so please now, do. 
Don't make such facts I Oh, don't cry ! 
Did puss5 scratch you on the sly ? 
Hold up her head and keep her so. 
There, that is good ! now you may go, 
For here's the picture already done ; 
I think this kind of play is fun. 

J. ROOK. 



WASH DAY. 
(Severn! little girls with play washtnbs.) 

WE are merry maidens sitting in a ring ; 
We've no time to play to-day, 
Thongh we gaily sing 
Rub-a-dub-dub, soapsuds and tubs, 
Tim is our washing day. 

We are bosy maidens, 

Work's Ube sweetest thing, 
This is all we stay to say 

A3 we gaily sing 

Rab-a-dub-dnb, soapsuds and tubs, 
T&SS is our washing day. 



A PATRIOTIC BOY. ^* 

OH ! 

OH, what would people do 
Without the little Oil? 
For everybody aJ s & 

Wherever they may go. 
When people bump their noses* 

Or even stump a toe, 
How very much they'd 

If they couldn't cry out " Oh ! ** 

It's Oh ! I am 

And Oh my ! I'm **** 

Oli *ne ! 

me so 

When I go to the dentist's 
1 sound a frightful Oh ! 
And I am 

is the O h ! 

A PATRIOTIC 
(A boy w*tk 

Y0!T see 1 am a boy, 

I a 
Awl tlie all 

I'm sure 1 do 

And the out 

A^ as they t I ; 

I wave ia>* Ii d sa y 

for o* * 

E. J* H. 



MAEOH. 



BEDTIME. 



D' 



you know 
Why the snow 
Is hurrying through the garden so ? 
Just to spread 
A nice soft bed 

For the sleepy little flowers' head ; 
To cuddle up the baby ferns, and smooth the lily's 

sheet, 

And tuck a warm white blanket down around the 
roses' feet. 

YOUTH'S COMPANION. 



JOLLY MARCH. 



OF all the months, of all the year, 
I like old March the best ; 
He's such a jolly gentleman 

He takes no time to rest. 
He puffs and blows, and takes my kite, 

And carries it up high. 
Until it seems a tiny bird, 

Far in |lie deep blue sky. 
*Tis true lie sometime takes my hat, 

And tosses it away ; 
Bn* I 4i*t ca a % for ttiat 

*Tis mly done in play. 



UPSST. 



KEEPING STORE. 

(A iittle girl sitting on a small stool in front of an open 
lacked cfaair. Various articles are arranged on the seat of 
Aecfaair.) _ 

I'M keeping store ; I've lieaps of things, 
So please to come and buy, 
Of course, you seed not pay for things, 
Before you buy, you try. 

I've lemonade to sell by sips, 
I've mint drop lor a ptn 
here's a krrely cusfeion 
in. 



, W ' 1 ' 

Jfow, see this piece of castile soap, 
This candy for a cough ; 

And here's a box of matches, 
But all the heads are off. 

I think 111 bite this piece of cake, 

The lemonade I'll stip, 
Ami then I'll take a little walk, 

The store I'll just shut up. 
L J. 



UBSBT. 



OH <k*ur t oh ^^r I fed ao ^^aer,, 
My feptffc g|oe9i|*HHF( ; 
And $o I think 1*11 mate a bow, 
And ieare you after that. 
& J. BL 



WHEN WJE GBOW BIO. 



TWINS. 

YOU see we're almost just alike ; 
You must, of course, confess 
That you can't tell us which is which, 
That you can only gu^ss. 

But I can tell you, if I would, 

As easy as can be 
Whether it is that she is I, 

Or whether I am she. 

K. J. H. 



WHEN WE GROW BIG. 

(Concert piece.) 



WE tiny tots must make our speech, 
We've just a word or two ; 
For boys and girls as small as we 
Can v^ery little do. 

nt little folks, like littlfc plants, 

Grow burger day by day ; 
Jkttl wtei ipe'TC gmwn as big as yott, 
bwe Hindi HKare to say. 

J, Rocac 



MY BIM. 



THE BUMBLE BEE. 

SAW a little bumble bee 
^ As I walked in the garden ; 
He stung my thumb and never said, 

I humbly beg your pardon, 



i 



So it 'was not a humble bee ; 

You see it was a bumble, 
For bumble J>ee's I'm very sure 

Are never very humble. 
MRS. B- J, BL 



IJ01^I*KX> m a ' 
To take a ride ; 

I'll go up as high as the s&:y p soM I, 

1*11 peet> in the douds 

* * * * i- .^ 
Where the fairies live, 

And * tlidbr Jksi^s Ffl jt^s* 



So backward soid 
I swung so 

f&&y almost ttoene, I 

1 wffl ^aocrai see 



I landed oaa top of nrf 

E, J- 



THK BOY THAT JuAUGHS. 

IF I WERE YOU. 



IF I were you, and went to school, 
Td never break the smallest rule; 
And it should be my teacher's joy 
To say she had no better boy. 
And 'twould be true, 
If I were you. 

If I were you, I'd always tell 
The truth, no matter what befell ; 
For two things only I despise 
A coward heart and telling lies ; 

And you would, too, 

If I were you. 



THE BOY THAT LAUGHS. 



1KNOW a fanny little boy, 
The happiest ever born ; 
His face is like a beam of joy, 
Although Ms clothes m torn 

1 saw him tumble on his nose, 
And waited for a groan ; 

But ii^w be taghed E* y 01 
He struck his funny foodie ? 

Ho matter bow the day may go ; 

Von cmnwot make Mm cry ; 
Ifc*p worth a 4oen boys I know, 

W&# fotife, wd J 



Entertainment Book./* 

FOR YOUNG PEOPLE 



Tiny Tof ^ Speaker 

By Lizzie J. Rook a MKA. . J. H. Goodfeliow 

Fcr tike Wse Cr.es 

The of a Itook of bright for the little to 

sp*tk in apparent to every c>ne wli* had anything to <J< with 
up This contain* over l.H) 

fn >m f*>ar to a In length, mil and specially 

in the children. The are s 

the little folks, are Ye. 

Paper binding, 15 ; 25 ceots. 

Child V Own Speaker 

By , C. e L, j. Rook 

Per Cteilirem of Sis Yean 
TMi collection compriRe<i o\'er trtJ of Hcel- 

Motion Sns t Concert Fleers, Dialogue*, 
0f for are 

unique m>el In ifeelr The 

a* ibe mind f the 

%&pHj^li!y childlike, I eWMIA, Only fcrnfe 

^w M cimtain of 

Paper 15 mt ; toanlf^ 25 



Little PeopleV Speaker 

By Mr^. |. W. Shce^iker 
For Childra f Wla* Ycara 

hook cif |iwi^ in IVSVMT 

laptl to It m vf 

EedfatiftliP^ 

Pliwpt, Ail tfc 

art m f &r 

k f>r tlw Im 

I r > 
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Entertainment Books for 

Yotmg PeopleV Speaker 

By R. C. r L. J. Rook 

For Children of Twelve Years 

Almost every prominent author lias written some good; thing* 
for young people. The choicest bite in prose and verw* from Long 
fellow, Holmes, Dickens, T. Buchanan Read, Susan Coolidge, Ella 
Wheeler WHoox, and other noted writers have been given a place 
in this volume. It would Im difficult to find another collection of 
IfW pagea so replete with Hfiort, bright, cheery recitations, w> ar> 
propriate to young persons, and milted to all occasions. 

Paper binding, 15 cents; boards, 25 cents. 

Young Folks* Recitations 

By Mr*. J. W. Shoemaker 

For Young People of Fifteen Year* 

flit book is up of short recitations In prose and poetry 

earefttlly from ttte productions of the test writers for young: 

people. While Itiiiii0r mill ^aint phHufoptiy occupy a 

tin* f $fe fe '^ fit* 

the yoaUkflil * love of country aiwl of tmth, and to cul 

tivate fpNSfrter purity of lieart and nobility of rharwf^r. The eon- 
elodinfc a few nlmrt d!aS*i;iieH and tableaux. 

P*Pc Miwlliis;, 15 ei*nts ; boardft, 25 c*t'nts. 

Little People's Dlevlogneor 

By Clara J. Denton 
P0r Cblldrea of Ten Years 

The were prepared especially for this book aod 

ellom fence! in pmWicmtiOBi of this class. Many of 

we by novelty and originality that place 

far above *h* pnnliiction of this kind. Tine staging 

sue 4>f the Iiupii character and are wo fully !e* 

m*rllml an t* the of preparation quite easy, even fbr 

ihe M>?fce. Frif I been fwr all occasions 

Bipor :& ; 4ft eents. 

THE PENN PUBLISHING COMPANY 
923 Arch Street, 



.Entertainment JBoofcs for 

Young Folks* Di&J 

By Cfa*riexr C. Shoeinaker 

For Young People of Fifteen Years 

reatierecl by young people are always enjoyable, being 

by the parents and friends as well as by the youthful 

performers- tbemael yes. Tills l>x>k of IIal*igCP whotatouie ii* tone, 

jet pparkling with wit ami foil of unexpected aii*l novel Rituationq, 

wip|>!ii just the material e!efl Lilwral provision lieen 

for anniversary for clioreti, school, HIM! 

nfrtainmento. All the lieen written nfipeci&Ily ftw 

this work. 
Paper binding, 25 ; boards, 40 cents. 

Young Folks* Entertainments 

By . C, G L. J. Rook 

For Children from Five to Flftcesa Yemw 

The Is for for 

The a 

e t a saet!y 

Novelty awl variety mark ewry pai?e. Psalo^HW, 
Motion Song, Drills, Shadow, Chanulet la 
Motion Eecitations in Concert of tlie of 

the Hook. AH are to the 

r^Qttiire bat little i* 

original anil written fiw work, 

Pftp^r biuiling, 3T> 4tt 

Easy Entertainments for 
YOIH^ People 

The 1bk of 

wit nverlowiitg wLli 

heatttifut The fAraivm! of 3frfp Tli* Court of 

Year Courting of Mother Vive Verm, Tfee Faajilj*^ 

My Country^ and l>r. CuwsAll are the iltkf ^f the 
log of which thl I* Tie 

are Imt little th* of 

or 1* *w|irL 

iuding, 2Se*al" 1 

THE PENN PUBLISHING COMPANY 
923 Arch Street, 



for 

DrilLr and Marches 

By E. CX & L, J. Rook 

No form of entertainment lias Intrenched itself more strongly In 
popular favor than Drills and Marches. The authors, with a 
and successful experience in arrangi ng public entertain men Is, 
with special fitness to their task of writing a book of new 
attractive exercises. The following titles of drills may prove sug 
gestive: The Broom, Fan, Tambourine, Umbrella, Hoop, Walter, 
0<H, Little Patriot^ etc. Pull explanations accompany 
drill, so that even in the handi of an inexperienced teacher the 
entertainment will prove a ffuecets. 

Paper binding, 25 cents ; iwanlfl, 40 cents. 

Head Drills 

By Msvrguerite W. Morton 

Thift 1bw>fc eontmlns m oollection of entirely new and original 
drilli, Into wlkich introduced Bo*y ttnlqiae and effective 

The am given for the pro- 

of fht te i ,100 

ffce Every t!i ing is 

*o clear that anyone can tiw tin* IrIIlN without the slightest 
iliffiftiltj. Among the mnrep<>i>u!ur and plraHlng drills are: The 
Brownie, Taper, Maypole. ftaiiilMiw, lhiiiih-l>ll, Butterfly, Swexti, 

Flower, Itiiifr, Pearf, Flag, and Swlns Sog and Drill. 

JP&per biailing, 30 cents ; cloth, RU cents. 
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Humorous Speakers & Dialogues 

BOOKS FOR HOLIDAYS AND SUNDAY- 
SCHOOLS. TABLEAUX, MONOLOGUES. ETC. 



Good Humor 

By Henry TMk Wood 
For RomdiBK and Recitmtteo 
Tliere it n0 better of to the 

of a public or of the riffle than by 

telling Rood anecdote or Sf>mt* huitiorou* recitation. 

This volume will ftirni*h an abundant supply of !>ili. The rwn- 
tatioxi, ** Casey at the Bat/' by the celebrated come 

dian, DeWolf Hopper, is the pieces. Thi* election ali>BC 

will lie considered by as the of the tetXk. 

30 ; ft) 

Choice Humor 

By Charles C. Shoe-i^ker 

For and Recitation 

To a book of humor shall t> 

I.H roar** or vulgar on th? cae hand, and av*ii i* 1*1 and 

!e4piil ftii tlw* other. Is tht* the ffcv 

Iw fca 

tli* ear*%il | 

Iiit^ri^tln^ for as It Is for 

public* entertainment. 

biadinXf 3* 1 fe ; .W 

Choice Dialect 

By Ch^rle,'- C Shce^^ker 

This 1* to * ^i 

>f Irwh, (firman, 
t* every of the 

or the t l It 

to the the tfef 

for, tils mt| I? 

the 

,H> ; SI 



Choice Dialogues 

By Mr.r. J. W. Shoemaker 

For School and Social Entertainment 

Entirely new aud original. The to-pion have ben arranged OP * 
comprehensive plan, with reference to eenring the greateet pt*m 
ble variety, and the matter Eaa "been epeeially prepared by a corps 
of able writers, their aim being to secure ioftinesH of conception, 
purity of tone, and adaptability to the needs of amateurs. It is a* 
all-round dialogue hook, being suited to children and adults, and 
to Sunday -Achools and day-schooli. It is conceded to be one of tlto 
best dialogue books in print. 

Paper binding, 30 oenta; cloth, Weente, 

Humorous Dialogues and Dramas 

By Charles C. Shoemaker 

If Is anything more enjoyable than a humorous reading <x? 

weitmtioa It ii a ket,n, pointed, humoroua dialogue. The compiler, 
with the widest experieacw in UMmtare for 

prwilitwd if 

^F roirtli-pr?0kliig dialogues fFer pBl>Iihed, Much 
of the psrpaw! exjHTially for this work. Th 

arw to 01*1 yaBg of l<th s**j:eH, and while often keenly 

witty, sun* wfe>!ly fm* fnmi eiar8tnew ami vulgarity. 
MinIIiig, 3i I ceiitn; cl<th, fo cents. 

Classic Dialogues HB? Dramas 

By Miv% J. W. Shoemaker 

Thin unique work will prove not only interesting and proltabfe 
for of public entertainment, but also instruct- 

lire fir stiitly. The book eonx- 

from the j^layvof Shakes- 
pfaie, ^iierl*IB, Bulwer, Sefellier, and other tfaiiiiatlsts, and 

l wt> an to 1>e >npleti* in Itself. Many of tfc* 

^ictf*"!**^ wy ^ Kivi fc n af peat Iiag*t * rvfitals, and will 
to amliwaww f th hi^Hfikt culture and 
, 3il eeni* ; elvth, fi<) eeatsi. 

THE PENN PUBLISHING COMPANY 
923 Arch Street, 



Sterling Dialogues 

By William M . Clark 

The eompriig this volume have from a 

f material. The contributions are from the of 

f?ift*! writers In this field of literature, the topics are 
*o varied and wmipreheiiftive they are readily adaptwi to thf 

of Htthottl*, Literary Societi&t. They are 

especially miited for Gathering* Home Amusement, as 

tlie storing mjuimi Is siniplt* ea*i)y obtained. 
Paper Wilding, * ; cloth, *W eeate, 

Model Dialogues 

By Wl&uv M. Clark 

The eeatriteted 

bj of in of lltemtiirc. 

They *f mot!on v the 

extrvnirfy Siuioonrtis to the patlietlr. Every is fall of lift 

aiidui'tim ; the su}ijfts ure w'l! cLiwt'n, and s> variwiaRto 

will all KraAwutt {H*rfonnvri The Is for 
School Kxhi!>Hioi f 

bimling, 8*1 ; &"t 



Standard Dialogues 

By Rev. A]e^r,der Chxrk, A. M* 

Tlit antlir f In of th<" of 

Hi long ^sperlenft mv TfmrLew* Ix.*t$tateff,, 

bin cl^m stmlj *f the nc* I 1 *. hU 

and of life, hw of liv%nity 
itr^atiliiy tf t^pr^^sfoH all rrmtt^li * te i!iallfy ia an 

lviarir**f for the pre|ara<ion of m votum^. fw 

th h*wk !* ial f a lia* 

Illf 1I P* AA Wrfl iUfftRICtlVV. 

binding* 3*> ; fill 
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JDiaJo^n Boot* 

Schoolday Dialogues 

By Rev. Alexander Clark. A. M, 

This book of dialogue*, prepared for we in School Enter- 
taininentB, famishes great diversity of sentiment and diction, 
Although for the roost part composed of serikms or pathetic trabjeet- 
matter, there will he found many huxuorouH dialogues ami much 
good material for the little folk*, as nel! as for the older ones. 
The staging and costuming are of the Minplwt character, andar* 
> fully described ait to make the task <f pn^puration quite , 
e?en for the novice. 

Paper binding, 30 cents ; cloth, fiO cents. 

Popular Dialogues 

By Phine^s Garrett 

Tlieftnthor*s!arf?e exptrieiict 11 in the Entertaioniezitaxicl Amute- 

field qualified him for the prep&r&t'mn of a book of 

merit. No work of thitt kind more fully the popu 

lar demand for interesting and refined entertainment* In tliis 

will Im found to *wry <ritfeer 'for 

eniertainmeiit or for a Mwial evening at hme. Hmiior anil 

pleasantly blended, am! provKiou is niaIe for the 

of the yotinj? and the old, the ^rave and the piy, the exfse- 

rienced and the iiiexiM*riiiI, 

K, 30 cents ; cloth, f>4 centg. 



Excelsior Dialogues 

By Phineivs Gairett 

Is eompo8i*l of original lialogoe and eolloquifii 

dvfigiuttl fox stHtlmti in Sclieids HIM! Actuhint^H, ud prepare*! 

ffr th if work t*y ewp* of profi*>*MicjiaI teachers and 

mre pnvided in line proportion, 

ton* if the work is of the liigtiffrt order. Ttiehen 

I Iw for which they bavf lvn 8t i ajw.*li* 

with |lot fnonirh to ludii the attention anil that 

tlio !H"4 of *h ohter 

cloth, I 
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/or Holiday J 

Eureka Entertainments 

The title of thi* the character of 

Its The weary for erf 

will, upa of tliis at 

"1 have It." Found is fer 

In <]ty-Keh<M), i$andtiy<*ehtMl f at vhtnvh other 

fur partor 0r ia fr all of 

or home, publie or The m wills 

by 
Paper binding, 90 ; cloth, 5H 

Holiday Selections 

By Sara Slgonrrzey Rice 
For Readings and Recltatioas 
ffce la thin to all the 

of tli* ar . Fully 4 f 

if fur 

YwX Si, Ta! Hay f WIiifi^fe*a"% 

Arlior Day, I>ecn-tin lUj% Futi/ih of July, ai**! Tliaik^ivlfig, 
The pieces are uuuuiuilly hriglit, the %'sirtj uinltfr toll- 
day will afford the f*>r ft choice; 

the older tl 

to their &F 

binding, 311 ; 



Holiday Entertainments 

By Charles C, 
Abwlutely n*w a*I orlj^iual. Ihere are fw a^re 

lar tliirla^ the Jbolitlay *<^a Kxhihi* 

tlon^t aa*l there in ciiftfrult to 

iiiw and nwritt>rioaH ftpprpriate f**r ?t*a*kji&* 

This lMk IH u{> *>f d'biOKuey, 

reeitationSf etc. lutw^liielBg' aftF*l jgHe 

H i> f >F Hi. It It irt 

Ike foil of holidays. ftAiiir^iftpe^iilly 

for Cbri^isoiAi^ Keif \ % WasIilBg^n** 

Pay, Fwiith of Ttiaak^l-flsg, 

g ,*W * SI I'tniU, 

THE PENN 

923 Arch Street, 



Select Speeches for Declamation 

By John H. Bechiel 

This feook contains a large nomlwr of short prose 

the leading writers aai peake of all and 

admirably adapted for use by college men. Only the 

% r ry be**, from a large rtore of choice material, was selected fur 

work. The of Demosthenes, Livy, Kosgutb, Bon** 

Burke, Mmcanlay, Hugo, Gladstone,. Washington, 

Jefferson, Grfieli Harrifon, Webster, Everett, FhiUijps f Curtis,. 

Elaine, Beecher, Grdy t CIet4and, McKInley, and Depew 

to the standard of the selections. 

!%per bindiiag, 30 oents ; cloth, 60 cente. 

Temperance Selections 

By John H. Bechtel 

For Readings and Recitations 
have been taken from the utterances of pulpit 
the of political leaders, and from tlie I^FIB 

of They depict the life of the drunkard, point o*' 

the of riee, anil ii!utrfc tfee gfowtli <wt Ih* 

sui cop another I* sipped amid the anl 

life. This Toluine appeals to human Intelligence, 
of truth wisdom that ennnot lie gainsaid. 
W 1 ; clcith,, 50 e*nte, 

Swiday-School Selections 

By John H. Bechte! 

For Readings aad Recitations 

This TOlniue contains k*ttt WO neleetionn of umiBttal ffleril 
s*>mething will he found adaptid to every sa 
wlirre a dwfee reading w r*citatin M wanted. 
prcrrUdott been f*w the Church BoemI, the Sn- 

dmeert, f^^efeew^ CSatherlngs, Christian Entiearor 
AttBi^ef^iT occasions, and every of a relig 

ion* w cfectr. to vala fbr nmding* 

tit will much In it to aiiorm hip wrn>ii r 

thv points by which to Illustrate the Sunday* 

Ml ; elo^ 60 eents. 

PUBLISHING COMPANY 
923 Arch Str^t, Philadelphia 
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Sunday-School 

AH new ana The fw a bm>k of ami 

8ttnday-N!hH*l IIw 

are in the >f 

piece*, BI! le*M rs ant 

all p> i or ihtt*tnitii*? <rne 

troth. care fen* hn to n ake f rMvi*i*>n ft* mth 

New 'fcearX Tliaiik^niiif, 1 

the full romiwl of * that no time or 

at a 
Paper binding, SO ; cloth, 50 cent*, 

* 

Tableatoc, Charades, iwB Pantomimes 

TMs attractive ii to 

and i for 

Tfee of 1 <*/mp!^tf. < >n3y 

as <4in *> the wutl'efft **l 

been with 

tettwuttirt ttuiUut^, fnrm a \ery ut*rutrt fiat"ir & 1** ali** 1 * 

ThC TAfenmif IJ tl 

of a nontf jef of 
to the of the 

Paper Stt ; 3D 

School mid Parlor Comedies 

By B. L, C. 

The i* o tkt 

o tlt the aft t be in tie iff 

0My fairlj pirft>rxnr]i. Thv aw 

and tlit are a the of an f 

the HIM! hold it th* lint w givcm. The r 

witltly la an 

eencry in If not I* 

In tlit *r in the 

Paper 30 ; 50 

THE PENN PUBLISHING 

923 Jlfdi Street, 
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Monologues and Novelties 

By B. L. C. Griffith 

In addition to the large number of new and original m 

In tiiis book, it eonteiaa also a large collection of other 

such, for instaaee,, as & Shadow Pantomime, a Chinese Wedding,; 

a Recitation with Le Help, a Play, a Monologue lit Panto* 

mime, etc. The entertainments vary ia length from five te 
twenty-five minutes, and are all of a Mgfa order of exc^llenc*. Tlit 
l>ixk ia briia fall of the elioleest and most artistic forms, of ettieiv 
taiament. 
Paper tending, SO ; cloth, W 

How to Become a Public Speaker 

By William PIttener 

TWs work in a simple and coneine way how ny 

of p|iBttry Bui gwMi ccimmoa may bs>me A 

ani K ia to 

to ^ tfet |M| *ad 

t -tt fe ||g|^,%oWriwr-^*-^^^ 

timidity, how to Beoujw MAaAad^IucuaAiK. *f ad to 

A of the arts of the orator m will give him 

30 ; cloth, 50 emtas 
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